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It was imperative that they maintained distance from extracurricular 
activities. Yongki had to be taken care of, K managed, the training team 
corralled. The world they resided in was dangerous, every day a new 
monster, a new anomaly, a new vital part of how reality worked. They could 
not afford to falter in their mission, and they were to only accept death as a 
reward. 


And yet there he was in Parker’s cavern, their head on his lap as they laid 
on his sofa, made only sanitary by the rotted pillow between them. 


Parker rolled the horrid computer closer to them, its cables caught 
underneath the stand’s wheels; the machine was the only light in the room, 
its harsh electric glow bouncing off his glasses. “This okay?” 


“Hm.” Vic raised their head somewhat to assess the verbal damage Parker 
sought to wreak. “Take out where you call them a loveless, dickless, mouth- 
breathing cocksucker...” they pointed at the words as they read, “unworthy 
of love or even the vaguest touch of a woman... and that string of slurs... 
and also the part where you leak their address.” 


“That’s everything I wrote.” He crossed his arms. “What am I supposed to 
reply?” 


“T don’t agree with you, have a nice day?” 


“But I don’t want them to have a nice day.” 


“How about ‘your take is incomprehensible, never become a writer’?” 


“Uh...” Parker stared off at the screen, then he nodded-- slowly at first, as if 
savoring the thought, then with a frantic pace. “Yeah. I like that. Okay.” His 
hands reached for the keyboard, typing up a storm... 


Then he stopped. Fingers hovered over the keys for a second before he 
slumped back onto the sofa, hitting the power button on the display. 


“Is something wrong?” 


“Mmm... no.” He brushed his fingers through Vic’s hair, rubbing his 
knuckles against the base of their crown. “Not as angry anymore.” 


One would assume that someone with their disposition would stop someone 
as filthy as Parker from touching them like that. Instead, Vic leaned into his 
touch, exposing their neck to give him better reach, then he responded in 
kind, cut-short nails rubbing at the space beneath their chin. 


They would’ve passed out right there if Parker hadn’t spoken up. “Am I your 
friend?” 


Vic put their hand over his, keeping it still on their head. “What?” 


“Uh... sorry. Thinking out loud,” he mumbled, his coat covering his mouth 
as he retreated into it like a turtle. “I know you’re my friend. I wanna know 
if I’m yours.” 


“Parker...” they couldn’t help but give out a tired chuckle at the absurdity of 
the question. “Do you think I’d let just anyone pet me? That this is 
something I partake in often?” 


“Probably not.” 


They laid back down. “Then we’re friends.” 


Friends. Parker only hummed in response, back to nudging at them-- a 
surprisingly tepid reaction compared to his usual outbursts of energy. 
Perhaps he was asking because he wanted to hear it from them, or it was 
simply a passing whim... it wasn’t their place to figure it out, and frankly, 
they didn’t want to. 


It wouldn’t be long before they closed their eyes, heading off into yet 
another dreamless sleep. They would never know Parker followed soon 
after, clutching onto their coat like a blanket; a quiet moment in his mind, 
free of any impulse, as they both drifted into the darkness around them. 


Perhaps some voids were worth being engulfed by... at least, just once. 


